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sell his calico for nothing. The manufacturer whose
only capital is labour cannot afford to do so. Can there
be any competition between the dead artificial rose,
however symmetrical it may be, and the living rose whose
two petals will not be alike, or can there be any compe-
tition between a wax statue of Cromwell and the living
one ? Khaddar is a living thing. But India has lost her
eye for the real art and is, therefore, satisfied with the
glossy exterior. Revive the healthy national taste for
khaddar and you will find every village a busy hive. As'
it is, the resources of khaddar organizations are taxed
to the utmost, in order to create a market for the article.
. . . The marvel is that, in spite of heavy odds against it,
the movement is making headway.
I have thus summarized the case for the spinning
wheel as a supplementary industry as against the hand-
loom. Let there be no confusion of thought. I am not
against the handloom. It is a great and thriving indus-
try. It will progress automatically if the spinning wheel
succeeds. It is bound to die if the wheel fails.
Young India, ll-ll-926
The spinning wheel represents to me the hope of
the masses. The masses lost their freedom, such as it
was, with the loss of the Charkha. The Charkha supple-
mented the agriculture of the villagers and gave it
dignity. It was> the friend and solace of the widow. It
kept the villagers from idleness. For the Charkha included
all the anterior and posterior industries—ginning, card-
ing, warping, sizing, dyeing and weaving. These in
their turn kept the village carpenter and the blacksmith
busy. The Charkha enabled the seven hundred thousand
villages to become self-contained. With the exit of the
Charkha went the other village industries, such as the

